YY) |

THE MINORITY ||

By FREDERICK TREVOR HILL
Author of “The Case and Exceptions,’

L L 3

(Copyright, WL, by Frederick A. Stokas & Ua,)

the Inck of welcome, He nodded In re-
turn., and while the eervant moved
about the room arranging the cigars
nnd glnsees, he stood with his back to
the fire stroking his black mustache,
which had acquired an olly look and
a drooping curl at either end. His
balr, which was plastered in lltle
aellope over his forehead and deeply
parted from the back of his head, bore
ovidence of the cheap barbers’ manip-
nlation, The whole appearance of the
mun had undergone a transformation
since his last visit, Bvery weak line

ete.

& )

“1 appreciate what vou have been
good enongh {o sav, Mr. Harlan." he
romarked after a panse, “and T think 1
should make it perfoctly pinin ta von
why | wonld not go into this thing
even if 1 thought It a zood business
venture. The very first evening we
met, yvoir may romember Magon and
the others jolking abont my being a
crank on worlk-people,  Well, I'mm a
cramnk #till, 1 think 1 take more in-
terest in my worimen than 1 do in the
factory, althovursh, of course, the two

'the market value of ‘em, serener,

| tom
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They thought they'd stall me at Phil-
adalphin for up the state—but not
much! New York city’s my mound, |
and I'm here to stay.”

He paused to swallow
drink, and then proceeded in an ughler
tone, nis language coarsening as his
1e loosened,

“Yes, and I'm goln' to make soms |
of these companles set up and count, !
vou bet, Oh, I see vou staring at me,
but vour old milling company s all
right. That's what comes of having a |

friend at court, Josh, for 1 bet you're
as rotten as punk. But say, to see you
sittin' over there,” McMannis straight=
ened himself and mimicked his host's
manner with & drunken leer, "oneo
would never think you could touch
anything t1ongher than a cushion,
But | know you, you old wool-faced
mut—you're as &ly as they make 'em
and are doin’ two tricks a day, 1 bet.
I wish I knew a few of them. Damned ‘
If 1 wonldn't come and pay up so's 1
could give you away and see you
oquirm!™

MceMannls paused to laugh at this
pleture, polnting at Mr. Harlan and
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Kennard peered sharply st his com-

Iy, “but I fear | must have—that there
must be A mistake. You are not—" |

“l have been trylng to tell you so
ever gince we atarted, Now I feel llke
a criminal. [ shall never be able to
convey to Miee Parsons the warmth
of your greeting!"

The merry laugh which had first an-
swered him broke forth again,

“I hope you will pardon me,"” he he-
gan once more, 1 thought this was
Mrs, Pargons' cart and—"

“1 is"

“And you are—" i

“Unintentionnlly dfsguiced In Miss
Parsons’ coat and furs, which she'll
never forglve me for wearing in
weather ke this, even If ghe con-
tones the thelt of your greeling.
Hereafter 1 ghall change the proverh,
‘We are known by our friends,’ to ‘Our
clothes are known by our friends.'"” |

“1 Itmow you now. You are—" I

“One of the horrld outslders. I con-
fess it!" |

“That's hardly fair, Miss Harlan."

“1 am discovered!”

LLSBORO. THURSDAY,

[ statea. |
) | “As to whether you meant what you
“I beg pardon,” he began .'k“n.il.“’-“

“Which was?"

“It Is hardly worth repeating, sinoe
you don't recall it,"” she answered in
an offended tone. “But you did say,
whether you meant it or not, “Well,
you've got some horse sensel' It was
not a polished phrase, perhaps, but,
oh—i{t tasted so good!"

Her laughing eyes kindling with en-

‘thusinsm met his grown suddenly serl-

ous,

“And did I say nothing else?" he
askaod,

“Nothing I care to remember.”

“So be It. Though 1 meant every
ward-~those and ofthers. But  don't
let's talk abont this any more. Is
there to be a large house party hero?"

“Yes, I think so, Quite a few out-
slde—"

Kennard pulled out his handkerchlef
and waved it vigoronsly,

“Respect the flag,” he entreated ear-
nestly,

“I humbly apologize, Mistakes will
occur at first. We were apeaking of
the other—guests. Perhaps you know
some of them, Roy Glbert and Stan-

are so closely allfed It s only when
one stops to think that he can locats
the center of his intarest., These men
are something more to me than anl-
mited wheelr, 1 am something more
to them than their smplover, 1 have
& small villnge of them on the Hud-

con, and for gome vears | have con-
aueted the busl largely for them
aithegh It has resulted in my own
profit too. Thet je at the bottom of

my reiection of ronnsition of the
syndicate, Mr. Harian™
The <wo men iy 1
gether, bt It was not
about to part that Mr
ngnin.
"There's one

downeinirs 1o-
uniil they wern
Harlan spoke
thine more I ought to
say.”" he bpean.  “Yen may thin'e [t
strange that what 1 do, 1
fhould have accepted vour invitation

lkknowine

to inaneet vour factory. 1 did so be-
canse | could not well refuse at the
time, and thonzht something might

furn up o prevent

want von tn

as It did, But |
Enaw T never intended tn

mabe the yielt Yon understand. do
vou not *

Kennard shook hle host's hand re-
asguringly,

“Cortalnlv,’ he anowarsd heartily
“1 anpnverin vour scrnples, but they

Were VNNACeRes Quite Hnnectasnry.

I renew the invitation. Come any day
you |ile We'll take von from epsllar
to roof, and T promise we won't to it
by biowing vou up"
CHAPTER IX,
Cpposition had no terrors for Mr.

Harlan. He expected it. He under-
4tood his business, and his business
was to overcome it.  Delays ¢id not an-
noy him, difflculties did not discourage
him, complications only gave him new

zest {or his task, He had never found |

“YOU DON'T BEEM GLAD TO SEE
ME"

anything worth doing which could be
accomplished easily, He had often seen
his most careful plans miscarry, but
never without learning the reason, and
with him the discovery of an error re-
vealed the remedy. His success was
built upon that solid concrete of mie-
takes, surprises, and corrections which
we call experlence,

It was with no novel sensations, then,
that Mr. Harlan reiurned to his house,
and seating himself in the easy-chair
of his lbrary procecded to work out
the secret of his fallure with John Ken-
nard, for at the onteet he admitted he
had falled completely.
necessity for decelving himsell, He
and his easy-chalr had solved many

anothar puxzile, romediod many another |

mistake. It wns ten o'clock—still
early In the evening for Joshua Har-
lan. He rang the bell, ordered the
butler to bring whisky and soda, and
then dismigsod him for the night,

Mr. Harlan filled o long glass with
whisky and soda and began workine
at the problem,

Who and what was this
anyway? A man who had found his
business prepared and ready for his
hand, who had never had to work his
wWay up or experience sat-back and
fallure. It had all been such plain sall-
ing that he had had leisure to theorize
and indulge his theorles, eoddling his

workmen and playing with economic |

nostrums untll the sentimentallst
him was satisfied and his self-sufli-
clency complete, Lot him experience
one year of real competition with no
nonsense about it, and the superior
smile would be on the other side of
his mouth. Perhaps Trundell could be
made to see this yet, and, if so, the
amateur aconomist might have his pet
theories tested and his cut-and-dried
systems disarranged in a way he little
dreamed of. He had been Inclined to
work with rather than against young
Kennard, but if that individual
thought the man who engineered the
Milling Companles’ deal “ridiculous,”
it was plain they were an ill-assorted
couple. If—

Mr. Harlan started as he heard the
door-bell ring, and reallzed as he rose
fo anawer the summons for the first
time In mamy years he had worked
himself into quite & temper.

The butler had not yet retired, and
bis master veached the hall the
handod him a card with the nam»
McMannls printed in flourished

In

BAHT

There was no |

Kennard, |

[In hie face showed plainly and his
rough, coarse features had been tem-
wred until his  whole  personality

| fairly reelted with brutal valgarity.

“Wall, Josh,” he began affably, aa
the tmtler closed the door, “You don't
eem gind to ses me”

“Didn't T tell you not to eall here
agnin!*

The answer came from behind Mr,

Harlin's newspaper,

“So you dld. Bat what's the d4ifr?

(T don't come at reception hours or ask
to ment your daughter, do 17

Mr. Harlan slapped his paper to-

vethier and smashed it down upon the

| tahle,
1 “You must be drank!™ he muttered.
MeMannls langhed
“Pammed if 1 don't think | am." he
retariad, “but you're the winner by it
| this thoe.”
| He stepped towsrd his host as he
ipoke and tossed A roll of bills upon
Lthe tahle,

“What's that?
The 60 pluute T owe you. Don't
vint, old man, They're the genuine

| sreon,”

“Then yon got—"

Flected?  Sure, Mike. 1 don't
cromize to pay you o1l T owe you, |
lan't even know what 1t Je, but I said
"0 pgive up this, and, hell—it was
vorth it to ¢ee you jumn!”

MeMannis helped himself to a clgar,
hit the end off, and =pat it out in a
sputter of laughter
My, Harlan glanesd suspiclously at
e man, slowly gathered up the bills,
and stuffed them into his pocket withe
ot a word
I Then he leaned forward, relit his
| clgar over the lamp, and sail staring
at his visitor.

“You got a good jobh?"

The words were a statement rather
| than an inguiry.

“Yes, better than 1 expected, and
we might have a drink on It he
added, eyeing the bottles with a grin.

“What s {t?"

“"Whitky, of conrse.™

Mr. Harlan's face relaxed for an in-
stant, but became rigld agaln as he
nmisghed the bottles forward.

“I msant what job did you get. 1
thought you'd quit drinking.”

“So 1 have, but this in an occa-
HHon, If we wait tlll you get another
‘vidend ft'll be & long time batween
Irinks, Wish you may live till then,
Tosh,™

He poured out a generous portion of
raw liquor, smelt 1t, nodded over the
| vlass, and tossed It off with & pe-
| enliar jerk of his neck, following it
|=:]| with a swallow of waler.

“That's my third to-day-—honest
connt and polls closed to-night,” he
vouchsaled, as he wiped his mouth
on the back of his hand and pleked up
hig half-chewed cigar.

Mr. Harlan lifted a paper-knife from
the table, tried ltg edge absent-mind-

th

blade back and forth
| ingers. McMannls watched him with

A broud grin on bhis shiny face, but vunctually late, as usual,

| spuke no word.

“What Is vour job?"
| The question was sullen and disdain-
ful,

"A snap—a soft snap.
walking delegates yvou might call It,
thongh it's lknown as assistant high
workman, Say, but that's good liquor,
| Jogsh! Funny such a good hand at
buying it don't have no real taste foe
it. And sinee you press me so cor-
| dial, Josh, I guess 1] take one more
teaspocnful.”

He poured ont another deep drink,
and gulped It down with & “here's
how!" and a shuddering exhalation of
breath like o man in a  bitter-cold
wind. Then he robbed his hands to-

ther, strock @ mateh on his trouser
leg, started to relight his clgar, but

L what I can pick up on the side.

Chief of the |

| burst out langhing as he noted Har- |

| lan's bored and contemptuous glance,
“Say. what's the matier with you,
Josh!" he exclaimed. “You're as haffy

as Lell, and look as glum as Dolan’s | slowly Into the log.

rocking himseil to and fro in An ec-
stacy of mirih, which ended in a
knuekling of hig eves and a long blast
on his handkerchief,

“"Well, well,” he panted at last,
“yvon've stood by me wome, Jooh, while
others have dope me divt, and [ don't
poess 1’1l forger anybody. 1've been
walked on enough to see there's noth-
in® in plavin earp
to try a few stops mysell, S-shay—
eay, but I've been trod on so long, it
seems kinder nntural to le down when
anybody zets In my way, Just be-
fore 1 went to Philadeiphin 1 was net-
ing delegate in the out-of-town dis-
riet, and orders to look up a fel-
low who keeps one of those model fao-
teries on the river. It was way off
down the Hudaon, so 1 telephoned him

ol

I was coming, but never got no an- |

swer, and when 1 2ot there the fuy
wouldnt sce me and 1 actoally
vamoosed, Say, but you oughter heard
the way the fellows horsed me about
ihat! The idea of a delegate lettin'
himself be turned down got them,
Put that comes of gettin' used to bein'

o, and now I'm goin® |

“T hadn't the slightest idea you were
to be here, bt if T bad known it, that
~cont and those firs would have in-
vited the same migtake, Now, honest-
1y, do you blame me?”

“Not at all. It is Carroll you must
make your perse with, Mra. Parsons

‘.- vy fooi s ik
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[

|

fordd Lawrence, two college friends of
Garrett Parsons, and Mr. Croyden, are
the men,"”

“Of course I know him,
recovered, then?"

“Quite, I helleve. The girls are Miss

He's quite

Thompson and Miss Guarrett, Have
| you met them?"
| *No.'"

“There’s no one elge, I think. Yes,

I forgot, thera's a Mr, Maddox."

“Not Dave Maddox of California?"
| “Yes, I think so"
| “Is it pogsible? 1 haven't seen Dave
for years, nlthough he's one of my
closest friends. What a small world
we llve In! Who would have thought
of meeting him here? This is a party
]ﬂf pleasant surprises,”
Miss Harlan picked up the fire-
{tongs and drew her chalr nearer tha
 chimney,
| “Speaking of small worlds," she be-
| gan—"No, thank you, 1 don't want any
'help; did you ever know any one who
:did. when about to assault a wood fire?
—E8peaking of small worlds, I chanced

. | |
povement. Next time | call, my bird'] | 8HAKING HER FINGER AT IT AND |UPon a friend of yours, very unexpect-

soe me all right, all right, And 1 eall
soon! | won't do a thing but roast
qim, von bet!  Kennard's his name—
ever heard of him?  Say, did 1 tell vou
what 1 was workin® to get from the
oreanization? he rattled on. “Well,
I'm layin® to have a friend of mina
wpointed factory Inspector, and if 1
da, the
Thoea
follows has the power to file papers
against the companies, and make 'em
come near bullding their buildings over
again in complyin' with the law. [t'd
work in great with the delegate busi-
ness, Now, [' inglance, suppose youse
—guppose you had a factory— B-say,
are you listening, yon frozen-faced
goat 7"
Yes, Mr. Harlan was listening.

CHAPTER X,

To the cynical eye the crowd In the
Grand Central station is apt to typify
the monotony of life and suggest its
littleness. It I8 always the same.
Mingle with it to-day and relurn an
hour, a day, a month, A year, ten years
later, and you will find the same peo-
ple surrounding and jostling yow

Some face you may look for in vain, |

some voice may fall to greet you—
that often happens in crowds—but are
they lost or are you?

Kennard hurrled across the muddy
floor, dodged through the nearest exit,
raced to the barrler, and reached It
Just as the iron gate rolled to and bit
itg lock with a vicious snap.

“Next loecal 5:M on track 2!" chant-
ed the officinl, mechanically.

The panting passenger dropped his
heavy bag with a groan and looked at
his watch.

There was hulf an hour to wait, so
he sauntered back to the telegraph of-

adly, and then sat silent, bending the fice and sent a message to Mrs. Par-
between his sons at Mamaroneck, sayving he had

missed his train, It should have heen
but some-
thing had “crigscrossed his luck" that
day, he admitted to himgelf, as he
shoved his bag under one of the long
henches and settled down to sit it out.

By the time hls traln started Ken-
nard hid almost recovered his droop-
ing splrits, and when the lights of
the Mamaroneck station twinkled
through the haze, not even the damp
fog and chilly atmosphere served (o
depress him,

Mrs, Parsons’ carriage was not to be
geen In the cluster of wvehicles near
the platform, and Kennard picked his
way nmong the traps and teams, peor-
Ing closely at the half-hidden drivers.
But one by one they drove off, and
when Kennard reached the statlon
again, all the cebs had also disap-
peared, and he facod the prospect of

walking to his destination, lugging a |
Resigning himself to this

heavy bhag,
fate, he startied down the road, In the
wike of a low dog-cart disappearing
Hoping against

roat when she swallered the tin-can | hope, he quiciened his pace In pur-

crosawavs, Take a drink.

Have one | sult, and was =oon rewarded by reu)g—l

rake-off won't bhe a thing to |

| MOVING
PROVAL.

HER LIPS IN DISAP-

and she went to Rye for olher guests,
and as the coschman wont too, 1 was
aseigned to meet yon, At the last mo-
ment I couldn’t find my own cape, so
plebed up these and—"

“Thus misgled me a gecond time."”
| Miss Harlan glanced at the innocent-
Iy grave face beside her, and touched
the pony lightly with her whip,

“1 call that downright brutal,"” she
announced, in a tone which implied
more mirth than indignation.

“8hall we proclaim a truce?”

“Perhaps—I think we'd hetter {f—"

She hesitated, and looked at him de-
fiantly,

“If what?"

“If you ask it"

“Well, suppose we both capitulate.”

“With all the honors of war?"

“Certainly.”

“Very well then."

“Let's shake hands on It."

“Not now," she laughed; "“the pony's
too lively, and besides, we've already
done it—at least, you—"

. “Remember the truce!®

| "Forgive me—I almost forgot it."”

| The eart swung past the lodge gate
as they spoke, and the blue-stone scat-
tered and crunched beneath the wheels

15 they flew up the private roadway.
A few moments more and they were
In the cheery hall, standing before a

| blazing fire.
I Mrs. Parsons and her daughter had
| not yet returned, the butler told them
|ns he busied himself with the tea
things,

Kennard helped Miss Harlan remove
lier coat, which she hung over the back
of a chalr, shaking her finger at |t
and moving her lips in pantomimic
disapproval. Little beads of mist still
clung to her hair, sparkling like tiny
Jewels, and the damp atmosphere had
only served to deepen the healthy
glow of color in her cheeks. Kennard
thought of the last time he had seen
her thus, a crumpled jacket in her
hand and the white mist clinging to
her hair, but with no color in her face.
She glanced at him, and he knew the
same scene wag before her. For an in-
stant he feared she was about to speak
lof it and thank him for something—
Just what, he did not know—but the
few words Mr. Harlan had dropped
left an impression that for some rea-
son she wanted to thank him. He had
dreaded this moment and prepared for
it, but now it was at hand he could
| recall none of his plans for changing
the conversation. For a few moments
| neither of them spoke; then she turned
to him,

"1 shall always assoclate you," she
began gravely, “I'm afraid I shall al-
|ways associate you with spolled jack-
oty

He smlled gratefully.

“Was it rulned ?"

“Utterly!™

The exclamation was comically
| tragie,

“It was well you had presence of

on me, and stop chewing the rag for | nizing Carroll Parsong' sstrakban coat | mind enough to wge It,"” he observed

Ave niinutes anyhow,
o ook siliy!™

Gosh, but you | and furs.

With a cheerful halloo he
ran up bebind the eart, tossed in his

! MeMannis broke into another spasm | bag, and swung himself into the seat
| of merriment, quieted down, wiped his | beside the girl,

|r-y-.s, and then glancing at Mr. Har-
lan's solemn, unmoved countenance,
| burst forth again into peal upon peal
| of laughtier, until the tears ran down
| his face and he had to seat himself
for very weakness,

. "What |8 the—er—the chief of walke
! ing delegates expected to do?"

| The question was asked contemptus
'ously and with weary indifference, but
| McMannjs in his social mood welcomed
it eagerly.

“What does he do? he responded,
Jocularly. “What won't he deo when
| I'm It? That's the question to ask,
Josh Harlan. I've been walting for
‘& chance like this for years, and now
' I've got it, I'll work It, you bet.
'do you know how many men's—how
many men there are in our assocla~
m?ll

Mr, Harlan shook his head.
| "wall, I'll tell you,” McMannie drew

“Well met, Carrcll!” he exclalmed,
“If you were trying o abandon we, [
had a narrow escape."

He grasped the girl's . disengaged
hand In both of his and shook it
warmly,

She laughed pleasantly in answer as
the pony started forward at a brisk
pace, striking sparks from the flinty
road,

“Well, how are you?" he continued.
“I'm terribly glad to see you. You
don't know how glad, ['ve been in
the worst possible temper all day, and
if it hadn't been for the thought of
coming here to-night, 1 belleve I'd have
assassinated half a dozen people. As
it is, there are probably more than

consolingly.
“That was merely the animal in-
stinet of self-proservation. Perhaps

not even that, for as I recall it, you
had no coat—"'

“0h, you wrong me.
man whom you saw
gleeves,”

8he nodded comprehendingly.

“You don't want to talk about it?
Very well. Only please don't try to
compliment me for involuntary sc-
tions, It makes me suspect that you
didn’t mean— Shall I play the hostess
and pour tea?’ shé asked suddenly,
as the butler placed the low table be-
tween them, Kennard stretehed out
his hand for the eup she offered him,
and as he took it, looked at her inquir-
ingly. There was a warning light of

mischief in her eyes, and he withheld
his question till the servant left the

It was the fore-
in his shirt-

that number who'd like to assassinate | room

me. It was mighty friendly of you to
meet me & pight like this," he ran on,
“especially after 1'd missed my train.
At first I thought you hadn’t coms, and
I was starting to walk when I saw you.
Hope you haven't left a house full of
I'm afraid you have. But

lot of outsiders.” -
“Really, | don’t think I'm in & posi-
tion to say.” ‘

“That I Qldn't mean what?” he

anked, ] .
“What you sald.”
"wh.nr.
“That day. Don't you remember?"

“Not what I said.”
"Durngc, that makes me still more

skeptical
tossed back & lock of

ledly the other day—a friend and a
|gmnt admirer,”
| “There are not many to answer the
description, but I fear to guess. Who
Lwas 107"

“Mre. Muollin,”

“Pat Mullin's wife?”

“Yes.

“Where in the world did you come
across hee?"

“At the Riverside olub, She and her
children came to a Christmas party

[ there at which I happened to be assist-

ing.

“How did you discover she knew
me?"’

"By accident. I remarked on the
freshness and rosiness of the children,
at which she toid me they lived in the
country, and sald thelr father worked
in your factory, 1 saild 1 knew you,
aud then—well, I've heard panegyrics
before, but of all the—"

“Mrs. Mullin has the virtues of the
good-hearted Irlsh, but also the ex-
travagance of the simple-minded.”

“But, shure, an' her man Pat, she
sez,"” mimicked Miss Harlan, “do wur-
shup th' very ground ye trids on."

“Pat I8 another good-nasured, faith-
ful, foolish old—"

“But she further Informed me that
ithere wasn't a man in your employ
who didn't—"

"Please spare me Mrs, Mullin's eu-
logy." he protested,

“It was very Impressive, | assurs
you—s0 much 50 that | almost deter-
mined to write anid ask you a favor.”

Miss Harlan was working with the
tongs at a heavy log and did not look
up as she spoke,

“Why did yon change your mind?"

“l didn't think I did, I only post-
poned the day.”

“Till when?"

“Till you were In a particularly good
humor.”

“Am [ not qualified now?"

8he glanced at him quizzically for
8 moment, abandoned the tongs, and
vigorously attacked the Jlog with a
poker. Then, as the leaping flamen
it up her face, she turned her head,
and studled him with a judiclal
scrutiny.,

“N-0-0,"" she decided at length. “I
don't think you are—quite. But this
f& a great favor, and 1 think 1'd rather

earn it anvway. Don't  you want
something very, very much 7"
The question was asked almost

pleadingly. but with a little gesture of
mock Impatience.

A doren phrases rose to Kennard's
lips at the bidding of that pleture In
the firelight. There was a challenge
in the mischievous, mocking, tempting
smile which he longed to meet, but
when he answered, It was to the merry,
friendly, clear gray eves he spoke.

“Yes, 1T think T can suggest some-
thing, When we first met, you prom-
Ised 1o make trial of me as a disciple
In your school of philosophy, whose
sessions were held only in the coun-
try. Wa're In the country now, What
Is your charge for tuition? You pes
I have a good memory."

“For promises—not volees.”

Kennard hastily pulled out his hand-
kerchlef and tied it on the shovel.

“l ealute the flag,” she laughed, “and
eapltulate! Here comes the house
m.u

[T0 he Continued. ]

HIGHLAND COUNTY
STOCK FARM

Pure Bred and Registered Aberdeen
Angus Cattle; Large English Berk-
shire and Chester White Bwine;
Shropshire and Lincolpshire Sheep.

Young Stock of Best Breeding and In-

H. M. BROWN, Hillsboro, O,

dividuality for Sale at All es,
A number of Fine Angora Goats for
Bale In Lots to Bult l‘lrehnm !

B. & 0. S-W.

. BEST LINE AND SERVICE

FRENCH LICK
WEST BADEN

SPRINGS

DIRECT CONNECTIONS VIA
MITCHELL, IND.

EXCURSION TICKETS

GOODNINETY DAYS,
ON SALE DAILY.

Descriptive pamphlet of French
Lick and West Baden can be had by
applying to any Ticket Agent, B. &
0, 8-W, or writing

O, P. McCARTY.
General Passenger Agent,
. Cincinnatl, Ohlo,

DO YOU

TUR OF 9

EUROPE .

THE....

Cincinnati
Commercial

|
|
|
|

Tribune
Will Take

TO EUROPE

They will go as guests of
The Commercial Tribune ab-
solutely

FREE

With all expenses paid.

Read the Sunday
Cincinnati Commer=
cial Tribune for par=

ticulars.

B. &0.S-W.

Historic And Picturesque Route

NEW YORK

Vv <
Washington, Baltimore
and Philadelyiiie,

Stopover Privileges on all
First Class Ticket: .

J

[

Coaches with High Back Seats '
Pullman Drawing Room Sleepers i

|

i

Elegant Vestibuled Trains
And all of them Daily

Observation Sleeping Cars
Company's Own Dining Car Service

Meals Berved “ala Carte.”

A delightful trip over the Allegheny |
Mountains, through historic Har-|
per’s Ferry and the Valley of the |
Potomac, ‘

For Rates, Time of Trains, Sleeping !
Car Resevations, Etc., call on any|

Ticket Agent ur address |

O, P. McCARTY, i
Gen'l, Pass. Agent, Cincinnati, O. |

AL €
IOE

Mineral Water.

: Office—North High Street
Telephone B2,
All Orders Promptly filled.
' - -

|
|
|
|

sleep or work,
ugly, take Hol-

lister's Rocky Mountal

i

|¢.—-=,----

iJ Toilettes,

For Two New Yearly
Subscriptions to THE
NEws-HERALD.

Or we will send the
Pen and THE NEws-
HERALD one year for

It is a solid 14-K
gold pen, fancy carved
hard rubber holder,
water-tight barrel.

Equal to a pen for
which dealers would
charge you $2.00 and
$2.50.

g

Don't fail to take

advantage of this offer.

It will be good for a

ahort time only.’

.
|

1P NEWS:

\\'nlll"i Yool Hnnw

css Well?

”ll‘.'{{ ) 4

lfdﬂ’llhh]nmn::
oottty oh robmallep e
unior
oaly Rashion for
thehomg” ¥ 0 e yeur

' Ot all booksallers, or
ToliLRTTES V.

- Tolisttes ¥ il
immnq._;wﬁ e rosx

A tonlc for thg sick. Thers| T
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